Presentment

the hairdresser, wet and crisp in their curls, and shining in par-
ticles as though, at the last moment, they had been dusted with
fine gold. There are not too many of these. They are few in
number and lie close to the head. The flat shell of the ear, nearly
lobeless, and attached to the side of the head in a place and at an
angle which is a fascination in itself, is just below them. It is,
even, in emblem of intelligence and beauty. Now we get to her
eyes, which can be green or brown, for not, of necessity, with
this fair hai^need they be blue. She can laugh with them as well
as with her lips, and they are the windows of her heart and wit.
Next, we have her cheeks, which show the subtlety of the bone
beneath the flesh. They are cut and shaped in poignant, not to be
mistaken, personality. Her mouth, after her hair, is the only
animal thing. All the rest has been her mind and soul. But her
lips are more than human; this is the flesh eating, the carnivorous
animal, to be entered among the animals that are eaters of flesh.
Her mouth is the sensual attraction; and her lower lip, which is a
little full, provokes or likes to be provoked. It is key or inter-
preter to her animal nature. But look up again into her eyes! And
take delight in her nose, which is personal but not emphasized,
and of which the tip partakes agreeably, but perceptibly, in all
conversation, moving up and down in a precision that it is a de-
light to watch. And, by now, this triple caryatid has lifted out of
the earth to such a height that its three heads stand at their normal
stature. Her neck is the stem, or foot stalk, joining the flower to
the body, of a length and moulding that invites the hand. Her
shoulders are recognizably the same as those which made the
effect, or surprise of the evening, when the lights picked out
shining points upon her shoulderblades, emphasizing their rather
masculine strength or breadth, and drawing attention to their
burnt or tawny fairness. It is from this point that animal beauty
or enchantment begins. This is the body of a savage. It is not pale
like breld or milk. Yet it has the cast of sculpture, as if made of
metal. And it breathes. It swells with breath. Its heart is beating
underneath its skin. The lines of this machine or engine express
the irritation or bite of her physical beauty. Nothing but the
mimic death of her could quench, could satisfy this thirst. The
figure of this statue, seen in its triple alternations, is one of
nature's most miraculous inventions, and an only instance in
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